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His child alive within her; for she thinks
Haply to move men's hearts even by the plea
That hardens them against her, being believed,
For the false fruit's sake of her fatal womb,
The seed of Bothwell, that with her should burn
Rather than bring forth shame, and in this land
Become a root of wars unborn and fire
Kindled among our children.

Maitfand.                             Nay, thin plea

Can be but somcwhile to defend her life
And put back judgment; never could she think,
Though love made witless whom the world found wise,
His seed might reign In Scotland.

Morton.                                      We are not

So barren of our natural brood of kings
As to be grafted from so vile a stock
Though he were now cut off who grows yet green
Upon the stem so shaken and pierced through
With cankers now that gnaw the grain away;
Nor if the child whom whatsoe'er he be
We for the kingdom's comfort needs must seem
To take for true-begotten, and receive
As issued of her husband's kingly blood,
Should live not to take up with timely hand
The inheritance whereto we hold him bom,
Should the crown therefore by his death derive
To the queen's kin, or hand of Hamilton
Assume the state and sway that slides from his;
His father hath a brother left alive,
The younger son of Lennox, who might put